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EFFIE CAMPBELL. 

Pretty Effie Campbell 
Came to me one day ; 

Eyes as bright as sunbeams, 
Cheeks with blushes gay. 

" I 'm so happy, Cousin, 

Walter told me all, 
In the carriage, coming 

From the county ball." 

" Have a care. Miss Effie — 
Look before you leap ; 

Men are fickle, Effie, — 
Better wait than weep." 

" Peace ! thou croaking prophet. 
Love might be a crime. 

And a kiss perdition. 
Surly Peter Syme." 



Efie Campbell, 

" Fear those first love whispers, 
Thrilling, sweet, and strange ; 

Eyes will wander, Effie, 
And the fancy change." 

" I can trust him. Cousin, 

With a glad repose ; 
Heaven is won by trusting, — 

Doubt brings half our woes." 

" Are you certain, Effie, 

Love will not decay 
When your step is slower. 

And your hair grows gray ; 

" And those eyes, so bonnie, 
Look less bright than now ; 

And the matron trouble 
Blanches cheek and brow ? " 

" Love may deepen, Peter, 

But it will not die ; 
Beat its pulse shall steadier, 

If not quite so high. 

" Smoother run the rivers 
As they reach the sea, 

Calm'd the noisy plunges — 
Still'd the shallow glee. 



Effie Campbell. 

" True love knows no changing 
From the dream of youth, 

Or, if changed, 'tis better — 

Tis the dream made truth. 

• 
" Love that once pined blindly, 

Tenderly reveres, 

And the eyes see clearer 

That have look'd through tears. 

" Beautiful for ever 

The grief-soften'd tread ; 

And the time-touch'd glances ; 
And the dear gray head. 

" The pathetic paleness ; 

And the lines of care — 
Memory's consecration 

Makes these alway fair. 

" Lips that came close creeping, 
Sweet low love to speak, 

Kissing, oh ! so softly. 
Weary temples weak ; 

" Eyes that look'd sucA pity, 
Poor wild eyes above — 

Can these lose their beauty 
For the souls that love ? 



8 Effie Campbell, 

" But I see you 're laughing, 
As you always do, 

When my speech gets earnest 
As my heart throbs thro'. 

" Weak you think us women, 
Slaves of impulse — vain ; 

But our heart is ofttimes 
Truer than your brain. 

" You 're our subjects, sceptic, 
Wrangle as you will ; 

Mothers' eyes and bosoms 
Mould the children still. 

" Tale of woman's glamour — 
'Tis the oldest known ; 
• Better, doom with woman, 
Than an Eden lone. 

" We shall always snare you, 
Struggle as you may \ 

I shall %^tyou^ Cousin, 
Deep in love, one day I" 

" Effie 1" — but she stopp'd me 
With a nod and smile. 

Calling, as she court'sy'd. 
In her saucy style : 



Effie Campbell. 

" Good-bye, Master Peter, 
Take a wife in time, 

And she '11 make you wiser. 
Simple Peter Syme." 



EVENING IN RYDAL VALE. 

I roam'd where I had roam'd before, 

In idle, and in musing hour, 

In the green glens, by Rotha side. 

Where Arnold, and where Wordsworth died. 

And lo ! one early bold bright star 
Shone o'er the shoulder of Nab Scar, 
And Fairfield raised his forehead high 
Into the sk/s obscurity. 

The tapers twinkled through the trees 
From Rydal's bower-bound cottages, 
And very soft the river's flow. 
Like Love's own whisper sweet and low. 

One held my arm will walk no more 
On Loughrigg steeps, by Rydal shore, 
And a sweet voice was speaking clear, 
(Earth had no other sound so dear.) 



Evening in Rydal Vale. 1 1 

No learned guile was in the tone, 
The holy heart was heard alone, 
And very blessed 'twas to be 
Made wise thro' her simplicity. 

Soft, spake she, as we pass'd along, 
Of noble sons of Truth and Song ; 
Of Arnold brave, and Wordsworth pure, 
And how their influences endure. 

" They have not left us — are not dead ;" 
(Those earnest sister accents said ;) 
" For Teacher high and Poet sage 
Are widely working in the Age. 

" For aught we know, they now may brood 
O'er this enchanted solitude, 
With thought and feeling more intense 
Than we in the blind Hfe of sense. 

" On us and others (who shall tell %) 
May be is breathing here a spell, 
From Arnold's kingly spirit free. 
And Wordsworth's own serenity." 

Gently we stepp'd o'er turf and stone, 
The clear voice-current rippling on, 
I little answering, loath to stay 
That stream of silver on its way. 



1 2 Evening in Rydal Vale, 

Sometimes I check'd her, with a smile, 
For the quick breath to pause a while ; 
Sometimes she stopp'd to stoop, and pull 
Some starry blossom beautiful. 

Dear heart that leaned upon me there 
In the blue twilight's tranquil air, 
'Twould be less lonely if I knew 
That happy thought of thine were true : 

If I might firmly feel that thou 
Wert near me sometimes, even now ; 
A holy guide, a guest serene ; 
Still ever loving, tho' unseen. 



SKIDDAW. 

Thou art the mount of gentle majesty ; 

Not rough with broken ridge or shooting crags, 

But rising in round swells until thy peak 

Seemeth scarce real in that upper air. 

Thou dost not wear thy greatness frowningly, 

Like to the poor proud kinglings of the earth ; 

But with the grand benignness of a God 

Thou look'st on us, and on thy mountain mates 

Long-backed Blencathra of the buttressed side, 

And huge Helvellyn glooming from afar. 

Oh, many a time it hath been good and glad 

To watch thee, while cloud-shadows o'er thee flew, 

Like hues of feeling ; or when sunset spill'd 

Its golden baptism on thee ; or when robed 

In still intensity of mid-day light 

Thou smiledst with paternal pride and love 

Upon the sleeping beauty at thy foot. 

That shining water with the leafy isles. 

And thoughts of change and immortality, 
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And solemn images of things unseen 
And that mysterious life beyond the grave 
Have made me, not unhappy, and yet sad, 
When into Nighf s dim realm thou didst uprear 
Thy pyramid of blackness, as 't had been 
The mighty mausoleum of all time 
With tapering pinnacle that touched the stars. 
Now one last look before I drop behind 
The shoulder of this hill ; 'twill be a fair 
Remembrance, for thy lawny slopes are green 
In the soft early light, and feathery clouds 
Swim dreamily about thy glittering point, 
Like birds about an ancient haunt they love. 
Skiddaw, farewell ! great thanks to thee I owe 
For noble visions given unto mine eye. 
And holy gospels spoken to my heart. 



THE POET. 

A MAN who out of life's rich fulness sang, 

And radiant communicative power. 

His poems were the pulsing throbs and throes 

Of his best self seeking fit voice and form ; 

Authentic accents of his inmost soul ; 

The sibylline leaves whereon his brain and heart 

Wrote out the essence of their history ; 

The flower and fruit of all his ripest thought ; 

Tones of his finest feeling. Violets 

That he had gathered late in quickening March 

Breathed in the freshness of his poesy, 

And deep-hued Autumn touched his flexile notes 

With grand mysterious sweetness of her own ; 

And shadows of memorial hills were there, 

And joy-shine of fair eyes that shone on him, 

And lights pathetic on his path that fell 

From the far grave of unforgotten love. 

He was a fond child of his mother Earth 

And sought her in her loneness. Oft he lay 
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Supine within some bowery nook to watch 
The bright white clouds that stood like ships be- 
calmed 
Upon the blue deeps of the burning noon — 
Or he would tarry where a vengeful tide 
Sprang at the land as with a madman's gripe, 
Then foiPd and gasping hard fell down the shore — 
Or wander out what time Night's shadowy hand 
Sow'd the dusk fields of air with fiery grain ; 
And like a pilgrim fi-om far shrine, enriched 
With crowning inspirations he came back. 
For Nature woke in him instinctive song, 
As morning smote upon the Memnon stone, 
And it breathed murmurs of melodious life. 
When muttering clouds troop'd up the summer 

heaven, 
Or surly Winter knit his stormful brows 
And slung his arrowy sleet on swooping winds, 
His soul could kindle to the tempest-hom. 
And joy in the sublime austerity. 
He loved the lonely mountains, and the din 
Of the rejoicing cataract, and the marge. 
Stony and waste and still, of some dark tarn 
Far up the winding gullies of the hills 
^Vhere seldom summer wanderer ventured near, 
Or solitary angler flung his line. 
He made him temples in the setting sun, 
Standing in crimson valleys, built of gold. 
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And tapering into minarets of snow ; 

And his rais'd spirit walked that mystic West, 

And knelt in ecstasy of worship there. 

But poets must have love as well as light: 

God is both — and true bard is God's best priest. 

And so he well and truly loved his kind, 

And saw with genial gladness all outbreaks 

Of pure heart-warmth and sacred humanhood. 

Holy for him was the child's love of home, 

And all the grateful care that waits on age. 

And his heart went out with the ardent boy 

Climbing the crag for some rare flower to deck 

The hair of her he loves. When a bride stood 

Before the altar in the bridal white, 

He deem'd the time intense with destiny. 

And he would pray for her a brother's prayer. 

Where the beautiful charm'd and captur'd oft was 

he, 
Drinking bright thraldom from beloved eyes, 
Losing his heart in love, as in a main 
Of magic billows, where 'tis bliss to drown ; 
And oft, too, where the wise and witty met 
Round free convivial tables, brother-like. 
And the rich talk flow'd flashing like the wine. 
And he loved fairly alike poor as rich : 
For his was not the dainty preference 
That fluctuates with ranks, as mercury 
With all the weathers — up at boiling point 

B 
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If a Duke whisper confidentially, 

But freezing-distant if the poor approach. 

Not want — not vice — scared him away. He knew 

That thought may ripen at the weaver's loom. 

And genius travel with a dusty shoe, 

And beauteous feeling vein uncultured hearts, 

As gold the rough-ribbed hills. To him it seem'd 

Humanity is greatest in its grief. 

As Christ in death, therefore the suffering 

And poor and sorrowful he studied most 

Who would be skill'd in human nature must 

Know well the sad — sorrow makes men sincere. 

Hateful to him were small -soul'd sectaries, 

And such as limit and prescribe the truth 

As if monopoly of light were theirs. 

Eclectic in the temper of his faith. 

Of differing theologies he held, 

None could be wholly false or fully true. 

And that the catholic authentic Church 

Was where the pious and aspiring were. 

Nor loved he more your modem Sadducees, 

To whom the grandeur of the universe 

No thrill of thoughtful veneration brings — 

The unbelievers whom the crown-like stars 

Call not to thrones of immortality ; 

Who look on night and day, on birth and death, i 

On seed-time and on harvest, and confront 

The ever-present mystery of being. 
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Sensation, thought, and conscience in themselves, 

Yet cavil at recorded miracle, 

Or even doubt if there be any God, 

And in life secular profess to find 

Circumference and centre of desire. 

He was a visitant to cities oft : 

He loved to jostle with the passionate throng, 

And know he had a right sound human heart 

That beat like billow in the vast life-tide. 

It was a proud and holy thing to him o 

To be among his fellows where they strove 

To live their solemn lives all-eamestly— - 

To list the hum of wealth-creating toil. 

And the swift thunder of machinery 

Throbbing like pain — to scan majestic signs 

Of enterprise, intelligence, and power. 

They shew'd him churches, but he looked at men ; 

And he would stay amid the street to hear 

The pale-faced mill-girls singing at their task, 

With wild pathetic voices telling of 

Content which is more mournful than despair ; 

Singing as caged finches may perchance — 

To drown the dreams of home in the green brake — 

Wing in the wide blue air. When he was told 

How in these days the intellect went out 

Upon the broad main of inquiry, and came back 

Like some Venetian argosy of old 

Full freighted from the pearly silken East, 
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And pointed to the ingenuities 
Of Labour led by Wisdom — he allowed 
Such tasks all-worthy — but 'twas his to search 
For science of the rich and mystic heart. 
To him the earth was sacred as the scene 
' Of love, and sorrow, and heroic life, 
And heaven was heavenly because human too. 
" Some fancy heaven," he said, " a land of flowers, 
And silver streams, and never-blasted Spring ; 
And some, a vast and massy-foliaged isle, 
Mild-sunn'd, and quiet as a summer's eve, 
Whither the weary sail, and are at rest, 
And Time's worn voyagers go out no more ; 
And some, a many-mansion'd city built 
Of gold and crystal, and steep'd all in light 
Above the radiancy of stars and suns : 
It may be a spring land, or island blest, 
Or sheeny city, — but it mtist be this — 
Companionship with all the good and great 
Of all the world ; with divine sages who 
Fell fighting on the fields of truth and thought ; 
With priestly poets who in evil days 
Guarded, and fann'd, and fed the temple fire ; 
With all pure teachers of wisdom, beauty, love, 
And those crdwn'd ones who reigned in the might 
Of piety and manhood upon earth. 
Leading their fellows, like delivering chiefs, 
Out of sad Egypts into lands of light, 
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Out of grim error into jubilant lore 

And glorious liberty of reverent life. 

Other than this would be no heaven to me 

Tho' God should rifle for my single soul 

His thousand richest planets of their gems, 

And pile them up in palaces, and make 

Me monarch in this wilderness of glory. 

My heaven must be with men — ^immortal men — 

Who toiPd, and thought, and loved, and wept, and 

pray'd, 
And won imperial eminence in heaven 
By earnest living to a noble end — 
Won it, as lordly soldiers win renown. 
By dangers dared sublimely, and by dying 
In hope and tranquil grandeur, like the day 
When it hath struggled thro' a sky of storms. 
Such men see not in heaven a bright bribe 
To lure them to severity of life, 
Nor use the solemn hours as billiard balls, 
With selfish and with mammon-sharpen'd skill ; 
But they go forth on their pure ways, and do 
Their great good human duties, come what will ; 
And when they leave the world, God gives them 

heaven 
With proud paternal smile, and says, " Well done ! " 
We walk'd together thro' a city once 
In deepening dusk. The streaming myriads met 
In the tumultuous streets, and surged along, 
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Each breathless for his goal ; figures of ill 
Stole thro' the dim air more like shades than men ; 
Youth plunged impulsively adown the wide 
Bright ways to ruin ; villainy, purse-proud, 
Trod on the beggar's bare and bleeding feet \ 
The bacchanal gibber'd in his drivelling glee'; 
Loud folly bawPd down wisdom ; ignorance 
And grossest vice imbruted many a face, 
And practised guile and baleful passions wrote 
On some the startling lineaments of fiends; 
Gaols gloom'd a-near cathedrals, and the poor 
Glared (God forgive them) with a jealous rage 
On mansions where the silky poodles fared 
Better than they ; and while gay chariots whirled 
Young beauties to the ball, the fallen girl 
In gurgling river sought the dreamless peace ; 
Lives darkened toward their close, like tragedies ; 
And brave hearts broke in silent martyrdom, 
Or thro' the midnight of the soul's despair 
Shot lurid thrills of madness. " Let us hence," 
In shame I cried, " 'tis hollow all and foul 
This tinsell'd civilisation — a lie crown'd. 
And chuckling at its own audacity. 
Lo, the just heavens frown thund'rous o'er this 

scene 
Of craift and rapine, and the fire-eyed sun 
Sets stormily between black bars of cloud. 
Like Jove from dark Olympus looking doom. 
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Misanthropy must alway thrive in towns; 

Study men not too closely wouldst thou love them." 

He tum'd upon me with a smile and said, 

" I give not in to thy dark inference. 

Ill is the womb of good as night of day — 

I jfe is bom out of pain and sometimes death — 

No sin, no rapt salvation — nobler is 

Repentance than a purity untried. 

They were no strangers to wild error once 

Whose harps are sweetest by the crystal sea. 

This deep of men's despair you shudder at, 

I measure their possible heights of glory by, 

And from the evils which convulse the time 

I can discern a beauteous future bloom 

Like Love's bright goddess from the clash of 

waves." 
While he thus spake, concordant with his words, 
The scowl had left the sky — the late fierce sun 
Smiled in some happy East — the city slept, 
Watch'd over by the unforgetful stars. 



A CHRISTMAS RHYMK 

The time of holiest memories draws on — 
The time pf wise delight and godly cheer — 
The blessed daybreak of the Christian year ; 
Ghost of a festal midnight long agone 
When the sheen doors of heaven wide open swimg, 
And a bold peal of paeans straight outrung, 
As the blithe seraphs of good tidings sung 
To startled hinds, while the poor Virgin hung 
In her strange richness o'er the manger nest 
Mysterious-happy, and those sages gray, 
Star-steer'd, who came their far-brought gifts to pay. 
Piously glad for their accomplished quest, 
Bow'd lowly where the Babe-Redeemer lay. 
And offer'd of their costliest and best. 
Hush thee, O busy life. World Voices die. 
Fly slowly, softly, nobler moments fly. 
That I may dream a blessed strain I hear, 
Something like that which thrill'd the Bethlehem sky 
What time the Angels rolled their anthem high ; 
And haply know the living Saviour near. 



A LAMENT. 

Purer the new-bom snowdrops of the spring, 
Fairer the blue-bells of the waning year, 
Richer and dearer every mystic thing 
That heavenly thoughts to earthly hearts doth bring — 
The stars that beckon and the winds that sing, 

If thou wert here. 

And loveUer far the mountain and the lake, 
More gay the summer, grander autumn sere, 
And birds would blither pipe from bower and brake, 
And kindlier music would the wild sea make, 
And less wild whispers thro' the poplars shake, 

If thou wert here. 

Fields would gleam greener in the morning fine. 
Shadows fall softer in the even clear, 
And setting suns and moony nights benign 
On these desiring eyes enchanted shine. 
And music hide a meaning more divine. 

If thou wert here. 
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Swift-stealing weeks would not seem weary-slow, 
Nor the long hours of lonesome dusk so drear, 
Nor eyes look wistful in the firelight glow, 
Nor musing alway drift to sadness so, 
Nor dream-joys sicken to a waking woe, 

If thou wert here. 

And paths were pleasant which I shuddering shun, 
And one blank birthday were a day of cheer, 
And love's light duties wondrous worth had won, 
And irksome labours with delight were done. 
And all were brighter underneath the sun, 

If thou wert here. 



DOUGLAS BAY. 

The tide rush'd roaring up the weedy reefs, 

And evermore the black rocks frown'd it back ; 

And it leap'd up and drave its hissing foam 

Full in their faces, and fell grumbling down. 

But then the moon look'd forth consolingly, 

And touched all the mad multitudes of waves 

With her pale silvery sceptre, and they smiled ; 

And now it seems they roll toward the shore 

With more of music in their order'd swell, 

A milder mood caught from the stooping moon ! 

And in their many-sounding utterance 

There is a tone — a far-breathed tone — heard more 

By the deep inward soul than open ear, 

To it revealing little, to the soul 

And the inspired imagination much : 

A cry of wild desire, as tho* the deep 

Would tell us some great secret, and then wail'd 

For that its working lips yeam'd all in vain. 



A MEMORY OF SOUTHWELL MINSTER. 

*TwAS evening service in a nave 

Of Norman arches grand and grave, 

And the soft waves of solemn song 

Floated the stately aisles along, 

And prayers flow'd forth — those prayers sublime 

That soothed the saints in olden time, 

And reverence o^er the people fell 

With every soul- tuned syllable. 

And one I noted in the crowd, 
Who lowly knelt, with figure bow'd, 
Humbly he bent, yet still upturned 
His face, and in his eye there bum'd 
A fine pathetic light and fire 
Of all unearthliest desire — 
A long and shining look intense 
Of awe and passionate penitence. 

I know not how that life-time flies. 
In weary or in pleasant wise, 
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Girt round with friends that help and love, 
Or owning but the Friend above \ 
I know not where that heart and hand 

1 

" Make sunshine in a shady " land ; 

I know not where that heavenly eye 

Sweet peace may speak to those who die ; 

But still his look is left with me 

A benison of memory, 

And tho' no more in street or fane 

I meet that saintly form again, 

Tis good to know I knelt with him 

In earnest in the minster dim. 

And hope that yet my life may wear 

Some pureness wafted from his prayer. 



THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 

Abroad the first white butterflies wavering flew, 
And the cloud-chased lights swept swift o'er the rippled 

pool, 
And the cowslips thick, and the fragile wind-flowers 

blew 
In the meadow marge and the mossy hollows cool, 
The wheeling swallows were busy beneath the thatch, 
The mellow throstle piped from the greening fir. 
And ofttimes one eagerly lifted the cottage latch, 
And walk'd in the happy evening light with her ; 
Pla)rfully, earnestly, he would gather a bud. 
To set like a star in the dark of her massy hair. 
And on they went thro' the lanes and the lawny wood, 
In the sheen of the early moon-rise faint and fair. 

Deepened and deepened the flower and foliage dyes 
Which in the showers of spring were delicate bora, 
Deepened the blue of the noon in the brooding skies, 
And the circling sickle shriek'd thro' the dead-ripe com, 
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The homed sheep fed free on the airy hill, 
The dreamy oxen dozed in the lush green mead, 
Flashed the flail, whizz'd the winnow, and flew the 

mill. 
Serving the provident knowledge of future need ; 
And all things shared in the gladness of the time, 
And the autumn land looked goodly, and man was 

gay, 

And still thro* the vistaed lines of the nectar'd lime, 
In the streams of the western glory wander'd they. 

But then there drew on a season of panic and fear. 
When the light of the spirit sank with the shortening 

sun. 
For it seem'd as the swallows sail'd with the darkened 

year. 
So the life-like current of love to its end had run ; 
Deep were the drifts in the lane — their lime-lined lane — 
No throstle piped from the snowy-feather'd fir. 
But the shivering magpie peck'd at the frosted pane, 
And the lone cold night of death fell dark round her ; 
" God rest thee for ever, poor child ! " a few did say, 
As beneath the sod and beneath the shroud-like snow 
Was laid from the fickle fondness of earth away, 
The calm dead heart on the last dark pillow low. 



A SERENADK 

Grand lights are gleamirig in the west, 
The birds, their bravest and their best 
Are pouring forth, a last bequest 
For thee and me, Love, 
For thee and me. 

The stars are coming soft and slow 
To look upon the world below, 
And sprinkle far their golden glow 
For thee and me. Love, 
For thee and me. 

Winds that a thousand odours bear 
Are moving in the purple air. 
And make enchanted music there, 
For thee and me. Love, 
For thee and me. 

From colonnaded forest halls, 
Gray lakes, and bright white waterfalls, 
The Spirit of the Twilight calls 
For thee and me. Love, 
For thee and me. 



A LOVE SONG. 

I WAS lonely, darling, 

For the eyes were gone 

That shower'd sunshine round me, 

Dark my life went on ; 

Dreary look'd the future, 

Mournful was the past, 

And my heart misgave me. 

But you came at last. 

Oft I roam'd the twilight, 
Linked forms went by, 
With love-lighted glances, 
And love's happy sigh, 
Flow'd for them the moments 
Goldenly and fast, 
While my days were bitter, 
But you came at last. 

Radiant like the morning. 
Gracious like the dew. 
Soothing like the cloudlets 
O'er the blinding blue, 



34 A Love Song. 

Witching like the dream-tone 
Bom of ocean vast 
In the weird white moonlight, 
Love, you came at last. 



I 



THE ^OLIAN HARP. 

Come hither, O beloved, 
Your needlework lay by. 
Look how the fringes of purple 
Are fading from the sky. 

Let us not talk, beloved, 
So solemn 'tis and dim. 
And thro' the amber twilight 
Such freights of sweetness swim. 

And a myriad leafy motions 
These bowery places fill, 
And the early stars are stealing out 
Tis holy to be still. 

Now fix within the window 
The lyre that loves the wind. 
And some of the unseen pilgrims 
Its secret heart shall find. 
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And let the tender mmstrel 
Over your heart's chords play, 
And the impulse of the music 
Reverently obey. 

Is it a breath from Fairie 
Wanders o'er the strings, 
And out of their rigid stillness 
That magical sweetness brings % 

Is it a truant whisper 
From the world of souls. 
Where living is a harmony, 
And the anthem ever rolls % 

Deem it such heavenly message 
Sent our thoughts to raise 
From the burden of existence. 
And the fever of the days. 

It hath no hint of lightness, 
Or gay profaning mirth. 
But a passionateness ethereal. 
And a sadness as of earth. 

It breathes the story of the Fall, 
Of penance, shame, and strife. 
Of an all-inviolate Eden left 
In the Holy Land of life. 
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And visions %tem and saddening 
Of fateful moments gone, 
And flower-like hours ungather'd, 
Rise fast as the strain flows on. 

List yet, and a note less mournful 
Blends with the wailing wild, 
To tell of a Paradise fairer far 
Than the one we have lost, my child ; 

Of strength the fruit of struggle, 
Of rapture wrought by grief. 
Of passage thro' doubt's darkness 
To beautiful beUef ; 

Of the discipline redemptive. 
Of the peace that crowns the pain. 
Of the sheen immortal morning. 
That follows Time's blind rain ; 

When the patient pilgrim feet shall touch 
That stormless strand secure. 
Where the hope shall ne'er be blighted, 
And the loVfe for aye endure ; 

Wftere the summer flame no more shall scorch, 

Nor the angry winters moan. 

Nor the sun, nor the moon, nor the star-beam 

be. 
For the Lord is the light, alone. 



N. C. L. 
" And a little child shall lead them." — Isaiah xii. 6. 

Thou earnest, Sweet, in the dawning year 
When the snowdrops baby-like appear, 
And the stormy breezes blowing strong 
Piped roughly, but kindly, thy birthday song, 
And in our small home thy coming made 
A cheery bustle — a proud parade. 
And eyes grew brighter, and hearts beat deep, 
Waiting thy waking and watching thee sleep. 
Unto our yearning God gave thee a sign 
Of blessing and promise — dear child of mine. 

A form so fair and a face so sweet 

Are hid in the time that has glided fleet. 

And I listened, and listen'd, but none would come 

To make the voice of my sorrow dumb, 

And I sat in the dark house of agony dull, 

Heart-sore for the dear and the beautiful. 
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Till glanced in a vision of gladness one day, 
And smiled all the worst of the cloud away, 
And eyes look'd upon me with love benign 
Like the love of the vanished one — child of mine. 

Those eyes, with their fondness in rich rain shed. 
Made a bending heaven o'er thy cradle-bed, 
And guard with their swift and importunate lights. 
Like sentinel planets, thy days and nights, 
And the heart which they image so keen and kind. 
Is the blessedest treasure we both may find, 
It will shield thee from peril and guide from wrong 
In the coming years that look dim and long, 
And over our pathway its love shall shine 
With the softness of Paradise — child of mine. 

My falling soul I strive to raise 

Out of the dust of the common days, 

And into a nobler state would soar 

Where the world and the sense prevail no more,. 

But oft in the high emprize I droop 

For the weak desire to earth will stoop. 

And upwards I gaze in passionate pain 

To the snowy heights I may not gain. 

Yet baffled, still for the pure I pine, 

Help me by loving me — child of mine. 

One fair soft star o'er the nightly wild 
Led the eastern seers to the Holy Child, 
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So peradventure may lie for me, 

Redemption and strength in thy sympathy, 

So by thy sweetness, oh, beckon me on 

To the wisdom I may reach anon, 

To the mellow perfectness of life, 

And the rich-wrought crown of all the strife, 

And the recompense of peace divine 

That passeth our knowledge — child of mine. 



WITH "THE ANGEL IN THE HOUSK" 

This love-crown'd Poet's pure and subtle strain, 
Take, and, well pondering, read its music free, 
O Love, who, thro' much gladness and some pain. 
Angel of Home and Life hast been to me ; 
And in thy frank bright mind the noble book 
Shall waken thoughts to kindle and subdue. 
And startle thee with many a tone and look 
That seem familiar because deep and true ; 
And shew sweet ways of living to the end 
Of all the mortal years we twain may spend ; 
And, ah ! pray patient God, such grace to send. 
That, in the land where all the angels are, 
(Which, though beyond the finite world we see, 
Is yet in no wi&e aljen or far,) 
Our life-link'd souls not long divided be. 



>» 



"AND THERE WAS NO MORE SEA. 

Rev. xxi. i. 



There shall be no more sea. 
O mightiest image of umrest and change, 
That through thy world-wide halls dost darkling 

range, 
Deep must the calm seem, and the comfort strange. 

Where thou mayst never be ! 

There shall be no more sea. 
No wistful looks of eyes that look in vain 
Across the white waves of the wasteful main. 
No inconsolable, heart-breaking strain 

Of sea-bom misery. 

There shall be no more sea. 
No fear wild-fancied, no suspense are there, 
No desperate hope, no panic-passion'd prayer. 
No final knell of uttermost despair 

And forlorn agony. 
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There shall be no more sea. 
No fair aims fickle as an ocean scene, 
No fitful faith with lapses foul atween, 
But proven love, triumphant trust serene, 

And perfect purity. 

There shall be no more sea. 
No sea — no night — no storm— no blind farewell. 
No gloom o'er fond hearts from death-shadows fell. 
No baleful possibilities to quell 

The glory and the glee. 

There shall be no more sea. 
No dread of loss, no memory of wrong, 
No crownless brow in all the blood-bought throng. 
No sea-like sadness in the choral song 

Of general jubilee. 



POSSIBILITIES. 

It is not wise our faith to build 
On clean-cut creeds and pious forms, 
Exterior fairness life may gild 
Where no true love the bosom warins. 

Some harbour and devise the wrong 
Yet baffle proof with stealthy tact, 
In some conceit is overstrong, 
And impulse plunges into act. 

Yon outcast who forgot her vow, 
And wears a name so smirch'd and dim. 
May not be so much worse than thou 
With all thy unproved varnish prim. 

Ah ! who can tell what desperate strain 
Of sense made wreck of tryst so true, 
Lapsing by love she sinned through pain, 
Shall He who knows all judge or — you ] 
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Oft finest feelings throb unguess'd, 
And flowers of grace and goodness blow 
In miry ways where seldomest 
The dainty feet of virtue go. 

Patience, and noble grief, and trust, 
And wistful gentleness perchance 
Are quick and kindling 'neath the crust 
Of vile and cruel circumstance. 

Sleek saintship scans the outside sin, 
And deems depravity complete ; 
Perhaps foul without is fair within, 
The rind is blurr'd — the core is sweet. 

At last, 'twere better far, her doom 
To bear, sheer passion's thrall, 
Who wildly lost her maiden bloom. 
But none beside hurt in her fall ; 

Than hers^ who, clear of s*ocial stain, 
Was sour and cold, yet seem'd so pure, 
Was crafty, envious, hard, and vain, 
Yet lived respectably demure. 



CONCLUSIONS. 

O HEART of doubt be soothed and strong, 
Dire needs involve a medicine vast, 
The mists of Time may wilder long, 
But light shall meet them at the last. 

God's ways are many, one the end, 
111 is the shadow goodness flings. 
And when the deepest nights descend 
Some angel in the darkness sings. 

The stream that bursts on midland peak 

« 
Runs childlike homeward to the sea, 

Still dawn the springs on winters bleak, 

The flower blows its fair destiny. 

Those seeming lawless orbs that stroll 
So far, adjusted paths fulfil. 
And the most wild and wandering soul 
Must circle into safety still. 
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Christ in the conscience never dies, 
Tho* will succumb and passion stray, 
And the poor outcasts yearn to rise 
Tho' demons tempt them as they pray. 

Order shall thro' the chaos move, 
Infinite calm heal all the strife. 
For sin is suicidal, Love 
Almighty shelters every life. 



A SEA-SIDE THOUGHT. 

The clouds are rising in the west, 
Dash'd with red drops of dying day, 

And broken lights, that may not rest, 
Upon the wandering waters play. 

But in serenest space afar, 

High o'er the sea that foams and pines, 
Beyond the lurid wrack, the star 

Of love in lonely beauty shines. 

The wind moans o'er the ocean wild, 

White through the gloom the breakers glare, 

Yet still the starlet bright and mild 
Bums in that stirless crystal air. 

So shines the hope of heaven for him 
Whose steadfast faith on God is set. 

Unfading as life's joys grow dim, 
Unfaltering when our spirits fret. 



JESUS AT JACOB'S WELL. 

I SEE thee, Saviour, as Thou satest there, 
In drought and weariness, the well beside — 

A single palm-tree shields Thee from the glare. 
I see the Syrian woman, wonder-eyed. 
Before Thee stand — 

The empty pitcher hanging from her hand. 

I hear Thy words of warning mercy flow. 
Soft to the sinful while they chide the sin ; 

I watch the graveness of her wonder grow 
As rises high an answering voice within. 
And straight she learns 

Her need — and for the draught diviner yearns. 

It was in eastern sumftiers, long gone by, 
Thou askedst water from the olden spring : 

Desiring eyes beheld Thee — Thou wert nigh 
To those that languished, heavenly boons to bring; 
But now no more 

Treadest the Shechem vale, the Jordan shore. 

D 
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It was in Hebrew history, long gone by, 
And Thou wert walking towVd the Cross-crown 'd 
goal, 
A human sympathy was in Thine eye, 
A lonely sorrow in Thy burden'd soul, 
And Thou didst bear 
For the world's weal a doom which none might share. 

Still is the blessed story Gospel-good — 
Thou by the wells of life art waiting yet 

For peace and pardon to be sought and sued, 
And troubled men may still their guilt forget, 
And slake their pain. 

Quaff light, and hope, and love, nor thirst again. 



"AND WAS MADE MAN." 

Oh, the Christ we worship is no fiction, 
Bom of dim fear or fantastic dream, 
But a Hving Saviour, benediction 
Pouring ever in unstinted stream. 

He has walk'd this world of growth and greenness, 
Loved the flowers and linger'd by the sea, 
Sought consolement in the sky's sereneness, 
Crush'd the hill-moss with His kneeling knee. 

Mother's eyes That life's beginnings tended, 
Once He slept a child's untroubled sleep, 
Lengths and breadths of man's experience wended. 
Wept the tears which the forlomest weep. 

Hunger'd, thirsted, labour'd, base impeaching 
Bore, and cruel guile, that none in vain 
Might be heard His sympathy beseeching 
Out of any depth of need or pain. 
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Down to doom as sloped the saving history, 
Round He look'd for friends — ah ! friends were 

distant — 
Groan'd and fainted in an anguish-mystery, 
Died a martyr, rose the Self-Existent. 

Subtlest logics but the secret darken. 
Sun-like it will dazzle those who gaze, 
'Tis the wiser not to ask, but hearken. 
Proof may well be wanting, but not praise. 

In the realm of souls He ever liveth 
Tho' He walk the realm of sense no more, 
And the life eternal still He giveth. 
As He gave in human guise of yore. 

Oh, the Christ we worship is a Brother, 
King Divine and yet a Brother saintly ; 
So we look from this world to the other. 
Where He hears us tho' we cry too faintly. 



INVOCATION. 

. From the shadows of the earth, 
From the lore so Httle worth, 
From the weariness of mirth ; 

From the snares that round us fall, 
From the pleasures that enthral, 
From misgivings that appal ; 

From the griefs that fret and wear. 
From the anguish hard to bear 
And not faint in dead despair ; 

From the friendships that mislead, 
And in last and sorest need 
Fail us like a broken reed ; 

From the loves that chill and tire, 
(Passionate heats that die in ire, 
Blasted blooms of high desire ;) 
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Lamb of God we look to Thee, 
Once of woman born as we, 
Sweetness of Divinity. 

Tender art Thou, Lord, but strong. 
Watching steadfast, waiting long 
Wayward souls to save from wrong. 

When the storms of misery blow, 
Whdn the suns of gladness glow, 
Sober bliss and temper woe. 

When the Powers of ill are rife, 
And our faith faints in the strife, 
Leave us not, O Lord of Life. 

When we walk in doubt and fear 
Valley of the darkness drear, 
Lord of Love, be near, be near. 



THE END. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

** We have read Mr Truman's little volume with very much pleasure, and 
there is much in it to remember as well as to read. It has in it the tone, 
purpose, and voice of poetry, the love of the beautiful, and the desire to 
praise it for its own sake. Mr Truman's 'L'Envoi' simply and musically 
tells the feelings under which he has written. " — John Bull. 

" As we turn over the pages, we find some noble lines on the subject of 

* Rizpah ; ' some sweet, delicate, childish fancies on a ballad-lyric called 
'The Wee Bit Birdie ;' some deeper reflections still on * Love and Belief;' 
some powerful pleading in * A Question.* .... There is also a com- 
pleteness about one poemj unfortunately too long to quote, which is likely 
to satisfy the doubtful, that the harpist to whom we are indebted for the 

* Parable * — (such is the title of the poem) — has already made consid^-able 
progress in his art, and bears about him the talisman of promise, that will 
hereafter enable him to speak in louder tones with the voice of one autho- 
rised to annoimce those verities in verse, which prose is not privileged 
to utter." — Leader. 

"There is the germ of true poetry in his compositions, which, by proper 
cultivation and watchful care, may yet yield the mature and ripened miit of 
song." — Literary Gazette. 

'' He is a sweet singer, and his natural path leads towards the lyrical. 
His poem, 'The Wee Bit Birdie,' is exquisite." — Critic. 

" Full of the genuine essence, and the forms are elegant and polished. 
Like good paintings, they demand, and will reward, repeated examination." 
—Dial. 

" Most of these short poems breathe forth a manly and a Christian spirit. 
We shall hope to find Mr Truman in the same field again." — Freeman. 

"We welcome this modest little volume of genuine poetry. It is full 
of fancy, tenderness, and graceful harmony ; and, beyond all, it wears the 
' beauty of promise.' " — Dumfries Herald. 



